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hem,
And lnil them against her choek.
“1t was kind of the angels to send them,
And, mw. I'm too tired

THE LAWYER'S SECRET.

By B. L. Farjeon, Author of *“Bread,
Cheese and Kisses.”

CHAPTER VI.—CoxTINvED.

The dim lamp was shaded from the
«eyes of the invalid by a white porcelain
screen, which subdoed the light, and
vcast great shadows of the furniture upon
the walls of the room.

He lay for some time quite quietly,
with his face still tnmegu away from
Ellinor, but by the incessant nervous
motion of the hand lying upon the coun-
terpane, she knew that he was not
asleep.

The doctor opened the door softly,
-and looked in.

“If hé sn%s snything to you,” he
whispered to Ellinor, * hear it quietly;
but do not ask him any questions; and,
-above all, do not betray agitation.”

She bowed her head in assent, and the
physician closed the door.

Suddenly Horace Margrave turned his
face to her, and looking at her earnestly
with his h eyes, said:

“Ellinor ton, you psk me what
this means. I will tell you. The very
day on which you left England, a
sstrange chance led me into the heart of
a manufacturing town—s town which
was  being ravaged by the fearful
sseourge of an infections fever; Iwas in
a very weak state of health, and, as
might be expeeted, I caught this fever.
I was warned, when it was perhaps not
yet too late to have taken precautions
which might have saved me, but 1
would not take those precantions, 1
was too gréat a coward to commit sui-
~gide. Some le say & man is too
brave to kill himself—I was not—but [
was too much a coward. Life was hate-
ful, but T was afraid to die. Yet I
would not avert a danger which had not
been my own seeking. Let the fever
kill me, if it would, Eillinor, my wish is
fast being necomplished. T am dying.™

“Horace! Horace!" She fell on her
knees once more at the side of the bed,
and taking the thin hend in hers, press-
ed it to her lips.

He drew it away asif he had been
stung. ** For heaven's sake, Ellinor, if

ou have any pil‘f—nn tenderness! That

cannot bear.  For four years you have
never seen me without a mask. I am
going to let it fall. You will curse me,
vou will hate me soon, Ellinor Dalton!”

“ Hate you, Horace—never! ™

He waved his hand impatiently, as if
to wave away protestations that must
soon be falsitied.

“Wait,” he said: **yon do mnot
know.” Then, sfter a brief pause, he
~continued—**Ellinor, I have not been
the kindest or the tenderest of guar-
«dians, have I, to my beautiful young
ward? You reproached me with my
cold indifference one day soon after
your m , in the little drawing-
room in Hertford street.”

* You remember that?*

“1 remember that! Ellinor, vounever
spoke one wond to me in yourlife which
1 do not remember; as well as the ac-
-ceut in which it was spoken, and the
place where | heard it. I say, I have
not been a kind or affectionate guardian
—have I, Ellinor?”

‘You were so once, Horace,” she
=aid:

I was so once! When, Ellinor®

““Before my uncle .left me that
wretched fortune.”

“That wretched fortune—yes, that
divided us at once and forever. Ellinor,
there were two rensons for this pitiful
<comedy of cold indifference. Can you
guess one of them™

*No," she answered.

“You cannot? [ sffected an indiffer-
-ence 1 did not feel, or pretended an ap-
athy which was a lie first to last,
beexuse, Ellinor Dalton, T loved you with
1he whole strength of my heart and soul,

from the first to the last."

+0, Horace! Horace! for pity's
-sake™ She stretched out her hands
mnploringly, as if she wonld prevent the
wlterance of the words which seemed to
dreak her heart.

“Ellinor. when you were seventeen
_years’ of age, you had no thonght of
snccesding to yvour unele's property. It
would have been, upon the whole, a
much more nalural thing for him to
have lefi it o his adopted son, Henry
Dalton.  Your poor father expected that
he would do =o: I expected the same.
Your father intrusted me with the cns-
tody of your little income, and I dis-
charged my trust honestly. 1 was a

at speculator: 1 dabbled with thou-
sands. and cast down heavy sums every
day. #s 8 gambier throws down a canl
upon the minz-table; and to me your
‘mother's little fortune was so insignifi-
cant a trust, that its mansrement never

ye e a moment’s thm:gﬂt OF COnCeTIL.
"At this time I was going on in a fair
way 10 become @ rish man: in fact, was
a rien man; and, Ellinor, I was an hon-
orable man. I loved you—loved you as
1 never believed I i love—my inno-

well be otherwise?

me in Verulam Build and ran over
d a week in my young
ward's society? Do remember the

taught you to put under the cupola of a
chureh in Munich, you once painted in
water-colors. Icanrecall every thought,
every word, every pleasure, and ev
emotion of that sweet and tranqul
time in which I hoped and believed that
you, Ellinor, would be my wife.”

She lifted her face. blind and blotted
by her tears, and looking at him for one
lﬂi:&insunl. let it fall again upon her

8.

“Your uncle died, Ellinor, and the
fair elevation of this palace of my life,
which I had built with such confidence,
was shivered to theground. The fortune
was left to you on condition that you
married Henry Dalton. Women are
ambitious. You would never surely re-
sign such a fortune. You would marry
young Dalton. This wasthe lawyer's an-
swer to the all-important question. But
those tender gray eyes, looking up from
under their veil of inky lashes, had told
a sweet secret, and perhaps your
generous heart might count this fortune
a very small thing to fling awav for the
sake of the man you loved. This was
the lover's answer, and I hog&d still,
Ellinor. to win my darling. Yon were
not to be made acquainted with the con-
ditions of your uncle's will until you
attained your majority. You were, at
the time of his death, barely twenty
years of age; there was, then, an entire
year in which you should remain
ignorant of the penalties attached to
this unexpected wealth. the mean-
time, I, as sole executor (your uncle,

custody of the fuaded property John
Arden, of Arden, had left.

1 have told you, Ellinor, that I was
a speculator. My profession threw me
in the way of ulation. Conlfident
in the power my own intellect, I
staked my fortune on the wonderful
hazardsof 1846. [doubled that fortune,
trebled. quadrupled it. and when it had

wn to be four timesits original bulk,
staked it again. It was out of my
hands, but was invested in, as I thought,
so safe a speculation, that it was as
secure as if it had neverleft my pankers.
The railway company of which I was
director was one of the richest and
most flourishing in England. My own
fortune, as I have told you, was entirely
invested, and was doubling itself
rapidly. As your uncle's trustee, as
your devoted friend, your interests
were dearer to me than my own. Why
should Ingt speculate with your fortune,
double it, m:rlht!n say to you: ‘See,
Ellinor, here are two fortunes of
which you are the mistress; one
you owe to Henry Dalton, under
the conditions of your unele's
will; the others is yours alone.
You are rich, yon are free, without any
sacrifice, to marry the man you love; and
this, Ellinor, is my work? This was
what T lhouﬁht to have said to you at
thecloseof the year of speculation, 1846."

*Oh, Horace, Horace! T see it all
Spare yourself, spare me! Do not tell me
any more.”

*Spare myself! No, Ellinor, not one
pang, not one heart-break. I deserve
itall. You were right in what youn said
in the boudoir at Sir Lionel's. The
money was not my own; no sophistry,
no ingenious twisting of facts and
forcing of conclusions, could ever make
it mine. How do I know even now
that your interest was really my only
motive in the step I took? How do 1
know that it was not, indeed, the gam-
bler's guilty madness only, which im-

lled me to my erime? Howdo I know?

ow do [ know? Enongh!the erash came;
my fortune and yours -were together
ingulfed in the vast destruction; and I,
the trusted friend of your dead father,
the conscientious lawyer, whose name
had become a synonym for honor and
honesty; 1 Horace Welmoden Margrave,
only lineal descendant of the royalist.
Captain Margrave, who perished st
Worcester, tighting for hiz King and the
honor of his noble race; I Ellinor, was
a eheat and a swindler—a dishonest and
dishonorable man!”

** Dishonorable, Horace!
Iy mistaken.”

“ Mistaken, Ellinor? Yes, that isone
of the words invented by dishonest
men, to slur over their dishonesty. The
frandulent banker in whose ruin the fate
of thonsands, who have trusted him and
believed in him, is involved, is, after
all, as his friends say, only mistaken,
The clerk, who robs hisemployer in the
insane hape of restoring what he. has
abstracted, is, as his counsel pleads to
a soft-hearted jury, with sons of their
own, only mistaken! The speculator,
who plays the great of commer-
cial hazard with another man's money,
be, too, dares to look at the world with
a pitiful face, and ery: Alas! I was
only mistaken” No, Ellinor, I have
never put in that plea. From the mo-
ment of that terrible crash, which shat-
tered my whole life into ruin and deso-
lation, I have, at least, tried to look my
fate in the face. But I have not borue

No, no;on-

e<t weight of my crime has fallen upon
the innocent shoulders of Henry Dalton.™
* Henry Dalton, my husband
“Yes, Eilinor, your husband, Henry
able, and most conscientious of men.™
* Yon praise him so much,” she said,
rather bitterly.
| *Yes, Ellinor, I am weak enough and
| wicked enough to feela cruwel painin
being compelled to do so; it is the last
| poor duty I can do him. Heaven
| fuows 1 liave done kim enough injury."
The exertion of talking for so long a
| time had completely exhausted him,
! and he fell back. balf fainting, npon the

cent and besntiful wanl; how could it pillows. The Sister of Mercy, sum- .
< I am not a cox- moned from the pext spartment by
-oomb, Eliinor; and if thereIs one char- | Eliinor, administered a restorative to | in the soil of a foreign grave.

you see, trusted me entirely), had the | ]

all my own burdens, Ellinor. The heavi- |

Dalton. the truest, noblest, most honor- |

did not think my life ]
one; it had been hitherto lit by no
of hope, shone upon by no
love. ~ Vogue la galere! Let
its own dark way to the end.

could beu" this, but lmmld not
thought of your con :
sion; that was too t:it.luu.!.’t
come to and say: ‘1 love i
have alwars loved you; I love you as
never before loved, as I never hoped

love; but I am a swindler and a cheat,
and you can never be mine!" No, Elli-
nor, I could notdo this: and yet you

were on the eve of comil

;
]
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that could save me from this alternative
was the generosity of Henry Dalton.
“] had heard a great deal of your
uncle's adopted son, and I had met him
very often at Arden; I knew him to be

breathed the breath of human life.
determined, therefore, to throw ‘:Isell
upon his gencrosity, and to re all
* He will despise me, but I can bear his
contempt better than the scorn of the
woman [ loved." T said this tom ]
and one night—the night after Henry
Dalton had first seen you, and had been
deeply fascinated with the  radiant
beauty of m
night after the day on which you came
of age—I took Henry Dalton into m
chambers in Verulam Buildings, an
after binding him with an oath of the
most implicit secreey, I told him all
*You now understand the cruel posi-
tion in which Henry Dalton was placed.
The fortune which he was supposed to
g_mm on marrying you, never existed.
ou were penniless, except, indeed, for

vour mother's property. His solemn
oath forbade him to reveal this to you;
and for three years he endured your
contempt, and was silent. Judge now
of the wrong I have done him! Ju
now the noble heart which you have
trampled upon and tortured!

*0Oh, Horace! Hornce! what misery
this mongy has brought upon us!"

“No, Ellinor. What misery one de-
viation from the straight line of honor
has brought upon us!  Ellinor, dearest,
only beloved, ean you ve the man
who has so truly loved, yet so deeply in-
ured you?"

* Forgive you!"

She rose from her knees, and smooth-
ing the thick, dark hair from his white
forehead, with tender, pitying hands,
looked him full in the face.

“Horace,” she said, ** when, l:,ﬁ
ago, you thought I loved you, you
my heart anght; but the depth and
truth of that love you could never read.
Now, now that [ am the wife of anoth-

aflection in reparation of the wrong I
have done him, I dare tell you without
a thought which is a sin inst him,
how much I loved vou—and you ask me
if 1 can forgive, As freely as I would
have resigned this money for your sake,
eun [ forgive you for the loss of it. This
confession has set all vight. 1 will be a
rodd wife to Henry Dalton, and you and
¢ may be sincere friends yet.”

“What, Ellinor, do you think that,
did I not know myself to be dying, I
could have made this confession? No,
you see me now under the influence of
stimulants which give me a false
strength: of excitement, which is strong
enough to master even death. To-mor-
row night, Ellinor, the doctors tell me,
there will no longer be in this weary
world a weak, vacillating, dishonorable
wretch called Horace Margrave.”

He stretched out his attenuated hands,
drew her towards him, and imprinted
one kiss upon her forehead.

*The first and the last, Ellinor,” he
said. ** Good-by.”

His face changed to 8 deadlier white
than before, and he fell back, fainting.

The physiecian, peeping in at the half-
open door, beckoned to Elllnor.

“You must leave him at once, my
dear madame,” he said. *Had I not
seen the &readfully disturbed state of
his mind, I should never have permitted
this interview.”

“Oh, monsieur, tell me, can you save
him ?*

“Only by a miracle, madame. A
miracle far beyond medical skill.”

“You yourself, then, have no hope?”

“Not a shadow of hope."

She bowed her head. The physician
took her hand in his, and pressed it with
a fatherly tenderness, looking at her
earnestly and mournfully.

“Send for me to-morrow," she said,
imploringly.

*“Your presence can only endanger
him, madame; but 1 will send yon tid-
ings of his state. Adien!”

e following morning, as she was
seated in her own apartment, she was
onee more summoned into the drawing-
room.

The Sister of Mercy was there, talking
to her sunt. They both looked grave
and thoughtful, and glanced anxiously
gt Ellinor, as she entered the room.

“He is worse?"" said Ellinor to the
Simlajr. ]:)etore a word had been spoken.

“Unha

*“Oh, do not tell me any more! For
pity’s sake!” she exclaimed. “So
young, so gifted, so admired; and it
was in this very room we passed such
bavpy hours together years ago.”

She walked with tearless eyes to the
window, and, leaning her head against
the glass, looked down into the street
| below, and out at the cheerless gray
| of the autumn sky.

She was thinking how new and
stranze the world looked to her now
i that Horace Margrave was dead.

! They erected a very modest tomb over
the remains of Horace Margrave in the
| Cemetery of Pere Ia Chaise. There had
| been some thoughts of conveying his
| ashes to his native country, that they
| might rest in the church of ve, a
{ little village in Westmoreland, the chan-
| eel of which church was decorated with

a recumbent statue of Algernon Mar-
| grave, eavalier, who fell at the Worcester

fight; but as he, the deceased, had no

nearer relative than a few second cous-

ins in the army and the church, and a

superannuated Admiral, his great uncle,
|nml, as it is furthermore discovered

that the accomplished solicitor of Veru-
| lam Buildings, Gray's Inn, had not left
' a penny behind him, the idea was quick-
abandoned, and the last remains of
¢ ndmired Horace were lelt to decay

of age. Some | ful
|| step must be taken, and the only ¢

as noble and true-hearted a man as ever | oth,

the hundred a year coming to you from | young

er, another to whom I owe so very much | did

v, yes. Mndame, he is"— by

:
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tenderly and truly have loved.
He had now nothing left to him but

work hard,” he said, **that

she, though separated from me forever,

may still at least derive every joy, of

those pooll; {%{s which money ¢an buy,
m i

lovely ward, that very | from

He h.:d heard nothing of either Hor-
ace M ve's journey to Paris, his ill-
ness, or El.u death. He had no hope of
being ever released from theoath which
bound him to silence—to silence which
he had sworn to Fmsan'e so long as
Horace Margrave lived.

Tired, but still persevering, and ab-
sorbed in a ditficult ease, which needed
all the professional acumen of the clever
ister, who read and wrote on
until past eleven o'clock.

Just as the clocks were chiming the
ha!f hour after eleven, he heard the bell
of the outer door ring, as if pulled by

dge | an agitated hand.

His chambers were on the first floor;
on the floor below were those of a
tleman who slways left at six o'cloc

1 do not expect any one at such an
hour; but it may be for me,” he
thought.

He heard his clerk open the door, and
:::!t on writing without once lifting his

Three minutes afterwards the door of
his own office opened, and a person en-
tered unannounced. He looked up sud-
denly. A lady dressed in mourning,
with her face entirely concealed by a
thick vail, stood near the door.

** Madame,” he sald, with some sur-
prise, “may I ask" —

She came hurriedly from the door by
which she stood and fell on her knees
at his feet, throwing up her vail as she

id so.

*+ Ellinor!”
M" Yea. Iam inhmnumlng f(;:‘ Homﬁe

A ve, m unhnp Tiinn. (L]
dleR a week yn.,zu:b in 'PI;{iE“ He told me
all. Henry Dalton, my friend, my hus-
band, my benefactor, can you forgive
me?" -

He passed his hand rapidly across his
:yes, and turned his face away from

er.

Presently he raised her in his anms,
and, drawing her to his breast, said ina
broken voice:

« Ellinor, I have suffered so long and
80 bitterly that I can scarcely bear this

eat emotion. My dearest, my dar-
ing, my adored and beloved wife, are
we, indeed, at Inst set free from the ter-
rible secret which hans had such a eruel
influence on our lives. Horace Mar-

‘.e"‘_’
“ I3 dead, Henry! T once loved him
very dearly. 1 !reciy forgave him the
injury he did me. Tell me that you for-

give him, too.”
“From my inmost heart, Ellinor!"
[THE END.]
--—

Duty of Rest.

There is a false idea prevalent about
resting enough in the few weeks of the
summer to last the year. However full
of delight and peace the lazy hours in
the evuntry, however freighted with rest
and strength the long days by the sea,
we cannot hoard and carry away enough
of the precious store. Every twenty-
four hours is a cirele of its own in which
to tear down and build up, and what-
ever is spent between one sundown and
another must be made ;;;no«l frog food,
recreation and rest, and whoever com-
mences the morning already tired is

nding too much somewhere, and will
nd that a system of paying nature's
past debts by drawing on the future will
make him a bankrupt. But we do not
need to wait till in the fullness of time
we can join the throng at watering-
places. To any one unless shut up be-
tween four brick walls, if there belong a
en spot somewhere aronnd the house;
if he can sit at least under one vine an
fig tree of his own. there is at hand a
perrenniul spring, if he but knows how
to drink of it. Perhaps Eou will say:
“] cannot stop to rest; I have no time;
I will by and by. but now I must do my
work.” Ah! but are you sure of your
and by? the one this side of eternity,
I mean! Are you not doing the ve
thing now that may lose it for you, or
entered upon, will it not, instead of be-
ing spent in rest, as you fondly hoped,
be spent rather in vain regrets for the
strength so unwisely and hopelessly
lost?  Moreover what is this work you
must be constantly doing?c If to do
is your ruling motive, have you
not learned that it is what you are as
well as what you do that blesses the
world? and though the toil of your
hands is worth much, a beautiful spirit
of good cheer surrounding you is worth
more, and yvou are not hecoming the
best you might be if you have no time
to entertain this spirit of rest and
strength which cannot live with weari-
ness. —Herald of Health.
—— e —————

—Two young raseals were arrested
in a Philadelphia park for boisterous
conduct. Being locked up in anunder-
ground cell, they amused themselves by
catching rats and tying them to em‘B_ty
cigar boxes that happened to be within
reach. When their respective paternals
arrived they found their wild sons en-
gaged in the exciting and novel ex-
perience of betting their loose change

upon a rat race. They were ex’:}n‘ﬁ:f been em

the situation amazingly.—X. Y.
— el
—Jenny Lind says the odorof flowers
is injurious to a singer’s voice.
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DO THE DUTY AT HOME FIRST.
# I desplse this horrid life. 1f I onl

y
had a chance of maki of
mysalf—but it is wm-:s m no
time for N:]'thlnf but work. Some

ople get on as if by magic. 1 believe
H:atu lottery, after all, and I am go-
ing to n?my luck in the z
stones. [ haveall faith in the number
nine. If I can hit
times out of nine than I miss it, I'll be
somebody. If I fail, Pll go on like the
no%zdiz? around moi.: el

e slecpy figure
rght, mdpcommanoed
nocent tree with pebbles.
miss, miss, hit, hit, miss, miss—no use!
I'll try, no more. Five unlucky throws
out of seven."

**For shame, boy, to call this noble,
intense life a lottery, and your des-
tiny for time and eternity with bita of
stones thrown from a Insy, indolent
hand. Get up, and take hold of life in

sat up~

earnest. Turn something up, instead of | part of

lying there waiting for something to
turn up."

The big straw hat in the grass turned
s'owly toward the gentleman in the
e liog bongas o 1he groak eak fo
§ i e
e e

cDO
the ﬁssuunrgolthemk into the rough
trough.

“lam the new doctor, who has put
out a sign in the neighboring town of
Elton,” said the voice which had aroused
the boy. *‘Now, tell me who you are,
and what you arg doing here."

* My name is Joe Hark T

# Joseph, you mean,” said the doctor.

+ Yes, but I am too lazy to say it, and
I came out of that old farm-house you
see on the hill there, to dig taters for
the dinner.""

w at
doce-

+«First potatoes I ever saw
the roots of timothy,” lavghed
‘or.

+t Patch is across the run. I stopped
hcre;n‘i‘a A t s grand fortune by

**And carve outs d fortune
dreaming. How long have you been
here? Long en I dare say, to
have dug and eooked them, too.”

Joe's only answer was 8

“Let me tell you, boy, the very
foundation of true greatness consists in
doing your every-day work in the very
best mannerpossible. Letit be dl%ng
potatoes, hoeing corn, blackin ts,
stud a lesson, or even p yin‘fs
game of ball, go to work determined to
succeed. Get all the pleasure and good
out of your every-day work. *What is
worth doing at all is worth doing well,’

t to be printed in letters of gold
and nailed over every door in the land.
Make this your own motto, and you will
never need to spell f-a-i-1."

“I do not \:?inli to spen]d my wtzole
life digging and delving. I want to go
to coliage ’:nd know something. Iam
tired of work.”

*Then, my boy, you will have to be
transplanted to a more heavenly soil,
for 1 tell you there is no success any-
where on earth without incessant toil.
You will have to dig. dig, dig for knowl-
edge, if you are ever its possessor. Let
me see. How old are you?”’

“ Fourteen, sir.””

** And what do you know of books?”

*I've been twice through arithmetie,
know something of geﬁ:ﬂehy. and de-
spise grammar 2nd speliin’.”

* And they are at war with you, I ob-
serve. You will never be a scholar
antil you have a fair fight with these
two chief corner-stones, and come off
vietor. You must be master at every
step of the way. Nor must you cut
across-lots
journey. Men often try this way, but
they find so many ups and downs, so
o mot Ioee themasives. slngother, thoy
do not ves "
will find their road, shorter, by
an air line, in reality mu than
the lawful routa. ere is a deal
of going across-lots to make aﬂé‘;u of
s man in this world. Do you go to

school?”

“QOnly in winter. 1lhave no time in
summer."

**What do you do with your odd mo-
ments and rainy days?”

**Rest.”

“ Hum! Isee you are not worth sav-

ing. Never amount to anything.
¥, boy, don't you know some of the

greatest men who are alive to-day, or
who have ever lived, received no educa-
tion, except what they gained in their
odd moments? Wake up and catch
these minutes as they fly. Restassured
they will not wait for you. Stody all
spare time and go to school wet days.”

“But our teacher is a woman,” re-
plied Joe.

+Well, ain’s your mothera woman?"

**None of the fellows go to a wom-
'n‘T'

* Why?"

“Who wants to be by a
woman? You must take me for a cow-

“ A most d le coward, to
of n woman mn way. If ymmun-
not help this Mtuchu mlugnh these
oung savages, one particular,
{he sooner you are tranaferred to the
cars of Lh:ﬁdﬂho better. Has your
teacher a flcate®"

would lsugh at =
"Bolm.nhoy! But ti::.hym

", mise, |

in order to shorten your|harm
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placed on their necks,
allow them to breathe,

=

ut too

3
§

H

they are allowed to * p
They dive and bring up the fish, and,
TR e e
swallow w ve ¥
are drawn to the shore by the string,
their prey is tiken away from them,
and they are sent in try
When the baskets are full, the rings are
taken off, and the cormorants are al
lowed to do a little extra work on their
own account. If human laborers were
there would cer-
tainly be trouble, but, as far as known,
these feathered employes have never

nrfummdld‘ﬂhc.

t is no longer the fashion to use
hawks and falcons as bird-killers, but
pigeons are made fo do duty as letter-
carriers, and at the siege of Paris they

journey is to get
squabs, from w it is taken away be-
fore employed in this way; and,

withost

point from which it is sent a
to get aWway as soon as
use of birds are *‘too numerous
to mention.” The most important of
the many good things that they do for
us is to keep the worms and insects, that
destroy vegetation, from becoming %00

NUMErous.
If all the birds should suddenly die,
meal and flour would soon become

; and
rob their

to themselves every' else.
Some time an of
“Rird Defenders” was formed lu':E
American boys and girls, and
honorable is one of those which
certainly ought to live long and prosper.
—@olden Days.
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mcity. A cit
to open
the corner of the
der to do this it was found
remove a large number
terred there. The work
ing on for some time, and
pleted in about two weeks.

terred at other places in the cemetery.
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tery have all been intérred for 3
vears. Six or eight bodies that have
been removed already are partially or
wholly petrified. The body of a two-
¥ child was ra‘sed
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ap| of a marble statue.
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